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occur, or a sudden fog make conditions somewhat dangerous, the
members of the party should keep together, and in touch with the
experienced guide, who was provided for their safety. Ordinarily
this rule was cheerfully obeyed, except by the teachers, who con-
sidered that rules were made only for children. When disputes
on this matter reached an acute stage I had sometimes to offer to
one or more of these haughty and unbending instructors of youth
the choice of obedience or their return ticket. Some of the women
teachers, to whom Switzerland was a new experience, were quite
certain that, whereas ordinary people might require stout nailed
boots for mountain climbing they could walk with safety in light
high-heeled shoes. The fact that, if on the journey they sprained
an ankle, the male members of the party would have to carry them
back to the hotel, gave them not the least concern, and the * boot-
parades,' which I insisted upon before starting upon excursions,
were for the first day or two distinctly unpopular. After a little
experience, however, they would sometimes admit that such
precautions were perhaps necessary—for other people.
My own experience led me to believe that the victims of mountain
disasters are usually those who think themselves above the need
for rules. What might well have resulted in the loss of a life was
an adventure I once had on the Mer de Glace at Chamonix. It
was a foggy day, and my party were crossing the glacier, a quite
safe proceeding so long as they kept to the pathway and obeyed the
guide. The young people were singing English folk-songs as
they walked, and there was a good deal of noise and happy laughter;
but in one of the lulls I caught a distant sound which I at first
thought had come from one of my young bloods, who had disobeyed
and got lost. We secured immediate silence, and in answer to a
call from the guide we got a reply from someone who was obviously
in distress, A rescue party was formed, and in due course there
appeared through the fog a very frightened Austrian excursionist
who, in thin shoes and with an umbrella in the place of an alpen-
stock, had wandered off the pathway and become hopelessly lost.
It was late in the afternoon, and had I not heard his cry, he would
almost certainly have been frozen to death.
It happened that during our second season at Kandersteg the
last party of the season, due to arrive on the first day of September,
was cancelled, and I found myself faced with three weeks of
unexpected leisure. The International Freethought Conference
was to meet at Rome in the middle of the month and, being near

